"He fifteenth dap of July, 
with gliſtering ſpear ard ſhielv, 
A famous fight in Flanders, | 
was foughten in the Keld: 


The mot couragious Officers, 
was Englith Captains thꝛee, 

But the bꝛabeſt man in Pattel, 
was bade Lozd Willoughby, 


The next was Captain Norris, 
a valiant man was he, 
The other Captain Turner, 
that from fleld would never flee -- 
With fifteen hunvzed fighting men 
alas there was nomoze, 
They fought with fo:tychouſand then. 
upon the klody ſhoze. 


Stand toit noble Pike-mere,. 
and lok pou rvund akont, 

And ſhot you right you Boo men, 

and we will keep them out. 


Pou Pulſquet and Calliver men, 
do pou pz9vs true tome, 

Fe be the fozemoft man in fight, 
ſaps bzave Lo:zd willoughby. 


amd then the bloodp enemy, 
they fterce'p did aſſait : 


An fought it out mok'valiantly; 


not doubting t#pzedatl : 

The wounded men on both fides fell, 
moſt pitious foꝛ to ſee, 

Yet nothing could the courage quell 
ofbzave Lozd willoughby. 


Foz ſeven hours to al mens view, 
this fight endured ſoze, 

Until our men ſo fecble grew; 
that they tould fight no moꝛe:. 

And then upon dead Moꝛzſes, 
full ſavburly thep eat, 

And dꝛank the pudd le water, 

$02 no better thry copld gee, 
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W Hen they had fed ſo freely; And at laft they gave a ſhour, 
they knteled on the ground, = Whichecchoed though the sky, 
And pꝛaiſed God deveutlp, God-and St, George fox England, * | 
4 = —— 22 kound; the conquerozs did cry. { 
nd bearing up their Colours, ; | 
the fight they did renew, This-news was b;ought to England, 
Ans turning toward the Spaniard, + Withall the ſpeedmight be, 
five thouland moꝛs they llew. And told unti sur gracious Queen, 
| of this-ſame Midoꝛp. 
The Sfarp ſterl pointed Arrows; DO tis is abe Lend willoaghby, 
and Bullets thick did fipe, mp love hath ever won, 
Then did dur Ttaliant Souldiers; Df all the L oꝛds of hongur,. 


charde an mo — ; A tis he great decds hath dons. 
Which wade the Spaniards waver, : f 
1 — to fire, Fe: Souldiers that were mahne$ 
They fear'd the ſtout behavivur and woundedin the fray, 
of babe Lozdwilloughby. The Queen allowed a Penſſon,- 
P ef cightcen pence a day: 
Then quoth che Spaniſh General, Be ſides all coffs end charges, 
come let us marchiawapy, the quit and ſet them free, 
I fear we ſhall be ſpoiled all, And this the did alt föꝛ the ſake, 
if that we longer ſtay: of bzave I 02d wiloughby. 
Foz ponder comes Lo2vwilloughby 2 
with courage fierce and fel, Then courage rovle Engliſh-men,. 
He will not give one ir chef. ground and ne ver be diſnzaid, 
fo; all the Devils in Hell, If that we be but ore tu ten 
| we will not be afraid; 
And ther the frarfal enemp, Eo fight wich foxraign Enemtvs; 
| was quickly put to flight, and ſet our Country free, 
0 Our men purſucd conreglouſty, And thus Lend this bloody tout 
and rout their foꝛces quite. of bꝛavs LD willoughby. 
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